
WITHOUT DUE AUTHORITY.

From Belgravla.
He stood at the street corner, looking drearily

into the »¿i um ing -«v
A minute or i,vu oefore he had been standing

behind the railings in the park, absorbed in an

effort, altogether unavailing, to save the souls of
his fellow-citizens In this metropolis of evil. A
/« w yards nway a revolutionär] bricklayer.out
of work, and with the strongest private objec¬
tion to being in it.had hurled denunciation* at
the inlguitous British constitution to the delight
ot himself and the anius. iii.-nt of bis audience
and of a couple of placidly smiling policemen
who stood near «n that impersonal yet protective
attitude characiensti'» of the force. A little fur-
tli-T on, a "lightning artist" of tendei years fur-
iiished a quiet antidote to g**ticulatory anarchy
b> the reproduction on paper of the 'Duke of
York** baby." tu a chorus of loyal applause. On
the preacher's other hand, a martyr, whose
motives his country had ignoiaiiily misunder¬
stood, perhaps not without just occasion, had
related with some feeling, much aiiuse of au¬
thority s, and more of thai luckless eighth letter
ot the alphabet which is the chosen victim of
eloquence it fustian, the melancholy details of
an enf«>reed retreat from public life, which, to
Judge by appearances, i».- had very richly de¬
served. When the preacher* audience tired of
bis discourse, they had only to turn their heads
to imbibe incipient anarchy and dejected patriot¬
ism, or cultivate a healthy admiration f«»r juve¬
nile talent ard the reigning house a combina¬
tion of conflicting sentiments peculiar to Hyde
Park on a Sunday afternoon.
The other orators, however, had f.>uu<3 eom-

p. nsati .n for their wrongs in the deligftt of air¬
ing them at large. They retired from the fb-M of
battle hoarse, but triumphant. The preachi-r's
triumph was a question which he could only re¬

gard as much more dubious. In mements of
d> spaii which sometimes fell to his lot, he knew
that Ins congregation* merely regarded hlrn as
sn Interlude between the denunciations of ihe
politic.!, bricklayer and the dismal rhetoric «if
the ex-thief Hut, to do him justice, these mo¬

ments were few and far between. He had
fought a hard battle from a very early age, and
defeat had ceased to depress him save at odd
times when be was. perhaps, a li;t!.- colder, hun-
grier «ir sadder than ii was his usual tat«, t.. Im-.
As he stood at the corner a band was laid on

hi- shoulder, and he tuno-d to find himself face
to face with l"r Jeff. Th.-y had net before. In
slums and byways, and each man knew enough
of th«- other's life to respect it. i cannot asserl
that Jeff is the little doctor's real name, and
pei liai s he has a history, or a myatery, or both
a skeleton whi.-h he h'des In the cupboard at his
shai.i.y lodgings, with ihe male bread and highly
nnpi ifessioiiai cheese which thai receptacle con¬
tains.but I am sure that there is no kiteb-r soul
in all London, despite his snarls, hla sarcasm»
an«! the inexpressibly unorthodox opinions which
b«- scat ien broadcast In his way. ah men have
th«-ir n pocrisles, and he has his. It Is hla de«
light in shock people, to pos.- as something verj
little i.. tter than th-- archtb-nd himself. I hav-
sen him succeed admirably in bis deception
with s ingers. Those who know (he go«..! little
man kr w also that he would not willingly
bruis .1 butterfly's wing, nor offend the dirtiest
and n melodious tabby that serenades bis
hard earned slumber.-. Even now. as the
P' .. turn«-«) his white face and tir«-«l eyes
up.m hi n and forced a amlle, Ihi re was a char-
It ible ;ieme brewing in Jeff's mind.
"Finished spouting?" he asked, gruffly, "Walk

my way, will you? Abominable weather***
11«. rpoke with a savage air. as though the

weather and he were on terms of violent hostil¬
ity Jeff's manner generally suggested the f<-ud
bri- id stibtto and other paraph« rnalia of
nr-'l al mur«l.-r

Tie y walked for some time In alienee, during
.»hi li the doctor eyed his companion with a
bl.11hirsty expression of countenance

r. tter give it up." he said at last, "Wearing
y.if out for nothing, All bosh!"

"!< t?" asked the preacher, half sadly. "P..me-
tln.. s I.I almost wish my profession allowed me

t«i think so. t«..,. doctor. Hut it doesn't."
"Hang y.nir professionT' jerk,,* out J«ff.

."You're not a parson''"
"No "

"Ever been one?"
"No."
"Then, uhy in tbe name "i common-sen*«

don't you go and earn suie money? My good
fellow, you're"-

!!.. stopped awkwardly, with a queer glance a.'
th. preacher's thin fa«.«¦ and shabby clothea
"What's the iïo«)d of preaching?" he went on,

changing hla aeatencf. "The world went verj
W--11 for a great many centuries before you wen
born; it'll go very well f«»r many more aft«-r
you're buried. Let it go!"
The preacber*a deep eyea flaahed.
"I'll never do that." he said, quietly.
They had walk«-«! a conaldi rabie way, and Jeff

looked up .'-ith a well assumed start of surprise
"Hanged if this isn*t my place! Never meant

to brin;-- iu «II this wa> Come m ami rest."
The preacher hesitated; bul he did nol wish to

give offence, and finally they tramped up the
narro« stairs t.. Jeffs sanctum.a little sitting
room with hideous cheap furniture, a flaring
paper, and a table iitt.-r«-d with books. It waa all
very cheerless very dingy, bul Jeff waved hia
guest to a .-hair with 8 certain dignity for« gn
to his usual manner a survival, perhaps, of
other ways «if life, and of other visitants than
Street preachers After all, it is the man who
makes his surroundings. A parvenu can b«- vul¬
gar In a palace; our little doctor, despite his
bluster, might have been a prince in disguise.

s th«. preach« i »bought as he sat down in the
arm« hair black, horsehair cov« i« .1. and d-ti-
clent in the matt.- ..' springs and glanced
round th«- room at the well-worn book! at the
oil-stove, which smell abominably, at the rup-
boai'i where ihe skeleton clattered its empty
Jaws among dry crusts and ancient ehe,.--,..
"Not much "fa place, i- :1o" said Jeff. "We've

known -iter. both of us. Hut it !..<-s anything
d-.es Rxcua* m.-. Lar I want my aupper Do
you mind my getting ? Coin d ¦!,'¦ run to many
courses Hut perhaps you'll help me? Hat-, sob
Itarv meals.always did: bad f«.i tie- digest
Tab' how tint iri'ernal thing does smell, t..
sure'"
Of cours-'tbe preacher saw through tha devic«

»nd Its .-liiiii^\ kindly delicacy touched him as
few things had done of late He murmured some
commonplace reply, and proceeded to take a ten¬

der ínteres! in the retrimmlnu of th.- stove. I
fancy then wer«- team In his tired eyea as he
fumbled with 'l.al h -s. and that he bless.»«!
Jeff's grumpj hospitality with a f.-rv..r whli t.

.would have agn eably nstoi Ished the d«.ctor. a ¡i

had received s«. li'"' »rratltud» in his time thai
»,'r, had outímu n the usual habll of ..>:].¦. ting it

,.,. «id nol look it hi« uu'-st is h. hunti d In
«Hie «»onboard and brou rhl oui uch m wf< «I pro
Vlsinn ;i> ii ...main...I; arel presently the
preacher »«.-.¦ and began to set Ihe table [ready
in silence. As he lifted .re- of the i.ks, some¬

thing on ¡Is faded cvT Caughl his eve. On th#

brown leather was stimped a roat-of-arms. al-
most indistinguishable by reason «if Its antiquity.
Jeff saw the glance directed toward him. took
the hook from his companion's hand and flung II
roughly Into a corner.
"S mebody's aristocratic vulgarity." he said

shortly. "What do they -want to scatter their
stupid quarterlngs about for? I pick.'d It up sec
"nd-hand."
The preacher went on silently with his task

He was quite aware that the hook had not been
picked up second-hand, hut he did not even
look as If he doubted Jeffs statement. Only I
think the skeleto.i sidled a little closer to the
cupboard door. It Is a thing which all skeletons
will do at times.
The two men sat down at the table and «began

their supper. They did not talk much at first;
hut presently Jeff pushed hack his chair and
glanced across at the preacher.

"I told you a lie just now." he said.
The preacher looked up. and the two men's

eyes met.
"I know you did." he answered, simply.
"I thought you didn't know. Bather pride my¬

self on telling a lb- neatly. learned It at «school.
about the only thing I did learn there. Ah. now
I'Te shocked you.*'
"No," answered the other, sadly. "I I am not

easily shocked."
"New sort of saint, eh? Well, we've had

about enough of the old."
There was silence for a moment, and then Jeff

said:
"How did you know?"
"By the way you flung the hook."
"Ah! I saw you looking at the old shield, and It

hurt. Odd how small things do hurt sometimes.
Perhaps you know that, too?"
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"I know- it very well," murmured the prescher,
with his eves cas: down.
"Thought you did." said Jeff, with s little smile

which had B ti uch "f irony In it.

The mtle ictor could n. ver be quite serious
his retroapectlve melancholy had a dashi ol
amusement In it He bStJ crown used to the Idea
,,f himself and tl rest of humanity «squirming
beneath th« d ting knife of malignant dea

"Been preaching long about herer he wenl on.

Tb- preacher looked up, balf-nerroualy.
"No. Why do you ask'."
"Not staving long, arc von""
..N,," «aid the preacher, with a quiet sound In

his voice. "No. 1 tlimk I shall not stay very

Jeff sprang to his feet, and ih'-n sat dowi
¦urain H" look-! hard at the man's whit- face,
and It look.-d Dach al him. There was do feai
in It. and th sad ej mel Ins stea«Jlly.
..You you teust go away, Mid J«ff.
The pri-acher smiled a little.
¦y, i -.vliere to the ¦ «nth of Kran«-.-" M\

dear doctor, that's not for me at least not now.

Once"- he stopped. .'""' ,lis ">''s .*" '* dreamy.
¦¦jiol now," he said again.
Jeff did not speak at ««nee.

"You must lease London, then.
¦i: is hardly worth while."
"You're s fool, and an enthusiast, said Jeff,

rough!) yet with a sharp -catch in Ins voice.
"but you're good stuff I've Been you wh.-ii

man. you'r.- killing yourselfr
The preacher never wtaccd. In«- sun;,

lingered on his lips, though they were sel tight
"1 can't run away, doctor," be replied. 1

n,.v.r did Ihal and I can't do II now

»You weren't meant foi this work do \-"i

think 1 have n- eyes? Write to y lur people and
tell them"-

"I have no people, «answered th.* preacher,
and his fac« was very stern

Jeff tilted his chair, waiting, it cune ,-,t last
The preacher caught his eye, and hesitated f..r
a moment

..I told ) ou s Ile, then. ' h« said.

.¦i lo on."
"They threw me ovei My fa:her Is a clergy«

man. I was to have gone Into the Church. I

wanted to you don't know how much! But I

could not accept everything they told me. I sup¬

pose I was unorthodox
He stopp.-d. Jeff nodded mute encouragement..
"They rejected me,' said :he preacher, slowly.
"Recause you were h.st. Yes. And this

was"-
"Th.* only other way."
"You are a priest, all thp same," said Jeff.

through his teeth
The preacher st>ood up
"Without due authority," he answered, as he

held out his hand.
"Authority." said the little d«ictor. wasplshly.

"Is not always given to the rieht man.nor by
the rltrht man."
Hut the preacher went away silently. He was

not one of those who sj"ik evil of authorities.

It was a m.mth or two later, and London was

In th>- gril of black, bitter frost. In a doorway
in one of the slums, behind the Salamand«T
Musi Hall. Jeff, haggard and anxious, stood
looking at th* preacher with something like
despair In his fae«».
"I'm stone broke," he said, "ard the girl must

have nourishment or she'll die. There's no time
to apply to aoy one. Good <îod' what are we to
do?"

IP- stamped desperately on the floor, and then
remembered his patient and stopped. The
preacher did not stamp.

"I'll get you some money," he said. "I think I
can. Y«-s" -he shivered a little in the cold
draught "I'm sure I can."
"In an hour?"
"Within an hour. Til go now."

"You're a brick," said Jeff, as he turn.-.I on
his heel. Then the professional element In him
a serted itself. "Have something to .-.it before
you come out into this cold again, mind," he
commanded.
The preacher no Ided, and «rent away with a

dreary smile on bin face Perhapa there was a
I len Irony In the situation which he alone

could perceive, for he smiled more than one.« as
ii- hurried through the darkening streets t«. the
house where he had harborage Once, aa he
passed S lighted durch where the choir was
practising for the morrow and his eyes fell on
he doi.board the smile very nearly became
i laugh. Y.-t tiler.- was nothing laughable in
sieht. The notice-board merely bore the i ,:1I
i-titlv sober Information that th«* Hev. John
Allingham Taylor would preach nexi day lathai church.
The preacher hurried on, and climbed to his
.n- with a wh,:e face and fluttering breath

A: rived there, he sit down on a broken chair
and pant.-d. The room was almost as bare aa
those cells wherein the hermits dwelt of old.
All the little persmal possessions which had
adorned It once had vanished In that dreadful
winter All the lit !<* money which had b.-eti
paid t th«. prcicher by the family which had

i- led him was gone. Th-* only two things
which remained wfn s large and handsomelyhound Bible, lying on the fool of th«* bed. and

little ivory cruclfis hanging against the bare
wall. Th>> preacher's eye fell on these and he
-dghed. Then he got up resolutely, took down
.;,. crucifix, and opened the Bible. On the fly.
1. .if was an inscription, lb* tor.- the page care-
full« un and slipped it Into the breast pocket of
his 'bin coat. Then lie took up the HIble and
crucifix and w.-nt out
N i| an hour later Jeff, In a wretched attic.

. .¦.n ..ver a shrunken figure and forced brandy
between Its lips At the further end of th"
room .¦¦ ¦' luid' ' «mall starved, wolflsh-eyed

s'it over the ren.nanta of a mesl like wild
.. ,_.: over a bone Presently th.« little doctor

muttered exclamation of relief. The chil¬
dren glanced up, and then returned ravenoualy
to their food Their mother's eyes opened ' -

moment upon Jeffa face, and «lv* whlsr*er«««i i

word of thanks And well she might, for h.- htid
dragged her out of the |awa »f d--ath:
Meanwhile the preacher plodded wearily back

again to the shelter of the four bare walls he
called home. He «lid BOt hurry this time. Very
slowly h«- climbed the cnaking stairs, and al¬
most Btaggetred into the r«-»om. It was growing"
dark, and the cold was lnt«»nse. The pro.», her
sat down, .and his eyes involuntarily 80USW.I the
nail wh.-re th.» little crucitix had hung. Invol¬
untarily, too, his han«l drew out the page which
he had torn from the Bible. He bent over It and
read the Inscription was It the twilight which
made the letters «lane.» and sway? It
was very cold, and th«» darkness seemed toc une
«.loser every moment »Perhaps It was only hi*
weakness that made II eeem so dark an«! fr«-«»x-
Ing. He thought of Jeff and his work with a
curious gladness that shot nt the falling niuht.
Then a great weariness seised him. and he rose
and tried to cross the room. The darkness was
whirling round him now, and he fell on his
knees beside the bed.

Jeff, coming in late that night to tell him of
his success, found him there kneeling beneath
the nail where th.*» crucifia had hung. He did
not answer when the little doctor called to him.
and a llc-hted match revealed the fact that he
had sllpp<*d from a world which had reject-id
him as a man of no account. The bare room
told a silent story that brought tears into J.-iTs
eyes.
And In the dead preacher's hand wa« a plee«»

of crump!<-»d paper, up.m which was written
"John Alllngham Taylor." and a date- that
was all.

In a certain church on the foil« wing morning
the Rev. John Alüngham Taylor preached, to
the «Treat edification «if his audience and hlmtwlf.
It was a charity sermon, and It Is popularly
supposed to have beer, the finest thing which
that concrreKatlon had «at out i*»r some time.
Rut Jeff, who occasionally attended that as¬

sembly, ros« In the middle of the discourse and
went out with a hcirt full of bitterness. Thou«
studied periods di«l n«it edify him. He remem¬
bered a finer serm«.r and It» t#xl waa a man's
life. It was that of the priest who had prea.-hed
without due authority.

SIR ARTHUR srt.iTVW.
Plr Arthur BuPivan'a fa-re la familiar *o the

American public chiefly from pictures r«»pr*-
senting him as rnther a young man. with very
«'ark hair and mustache, as he appeare«! aboat

twenty r,r more years ago. at the beginning of
his loriir series of popular successes with oper»-
etta. Hut Sir Arthur Sullivan to-day. as he la
«hown by the Mkeries.-i printed In The Tribune,
is an elderly, gray-haired man. looking rather
more like a prosperous banker In the c!ty than
one of th» most fertile and ingenious musician*
that Kntrlend possesses. The Queen's Jubilee
brought Sir Arthur Sullivan again prominently
befor- the public by his Jubilee hymn, which
was reprinted in Th>» Tribune a week ago, and
also by his ballet, "Victoria and Merrle Kng-
laml,'' which was recently ppxiin-ed in Lond«>o,
representing the picturesque features In a thoa-
sainl years of English history. Sir Arthur Is
now u'a- ut fifty-five years old and wears his
years and his honors easily.

?

HE LOOKED TOO PROSPEROUS.
From The St. ix>uis Qlobe-Democrnt.
Two men a tr* standing in Sixth and I'ioe

sts. yesterday afternoon in the cool shadow ot
a building The elder aas mopping his brow and
watching the people who passed. Suddenly he
touched his companion on I be arm.
"See that girl :n th.- sailor hat -the pr«-tty

on* over there? Sh«-' going Into that pawn¬
shop.
"How do I know? I don't ki.ow exactly, It's

a kind of Instinct."
The girl looked cautiously abcut, gasttd at th«

array In the window of the shop and walked on.

"She'll be back in a minute," said the man

who had spoken before. "She will look around
attain, and. when she thinks no one B*es her.
slip in. Th.-re, she's coming back!"
The girl had turn.-«! on the corner and was

retracing her steps. Sure enough, she paused
before the op.-n d«)or, looked up and d>>wn the
street and went In. F*lv* minutes later she
came out and walked rapidly away.

"I don't know how 1 can tell them, but I 081
invariably pick them out Never been known to
fail. Say, d'you see that f.-llow coming up the
str.-et he In the light suit? He Just came from
the poolrooms, probably, is broke and is going
In to 'hock' his watch. Yes, he's coming up this
way There, what did I tell you? I knew he'd
go ill."

II¡s friend nodded "That Is pretty good, bat
TU mak«- a bel 1 can do the same thing. lie*
you a fiver."
"Dona"
"Well, that elaetrly gentleman who Just got

off the rn.r will go In »here. The one with the
diamonds. I mi an."

"Xev.-r! I'd like to double that beL"
"I take yuu. See, he's going right up to th«

door. Th.-re, he's going in. Ha! ha! what did
I tell you? T«»n dollars, please," and the
younger man h--!d out hi* hand. The first o*>
server drew out a roll and gave hirn two J3
blll*.
"You are riiiht," he remarked. "Have a

drink? Yea, don't mind if 1 do. But do yoa
rriln«! telling me how you knew he'd go ta
there?"
"Nol at a!L You s«-e. he owns the plac«-?*.**

?

.4 EXITED FAMILT.
i.-mi Monkswell in The N'««rth American R.-view.
Th.- value attach. «1 by the poor, and even by

those who are not in the depths of poverty, to
d.-. .nt ¦urroundlngn in famllr life, is ¦ very
variable quantity. I.ent lodging is n.«t i.y any
n..-ans universally regarded aa one of the prime
necessarlea <»f Ufa "Occasionally it is relegatai
to quite a ba.-k teal
An Instance was given before the Comm -Ion

of a family of seven persons »father, mother, two

grown-up sons, and tin--, grown-up daughter*
all living In on.- room. With them tin- arrange-
ment was a matter of choice, not necessity, for
tln-y earned between them about i~ » week-
more than t.'.ö'i s y-ar and evei from a slum
landlord they «ould no doubt have afforded to
rent another room or two. Having s. r--w«?d
down the item <>f rent to nn Irreducible mini¬
mum, they determined to bave a thoroughly good
Hin«», ami this is how the witless describes their
proceedings: "in the evening they would sil go
n* to the music hails, and to the theatrea on

Baturday afternoon they would <ak.- five tukete
.-ach for aome omnlbua or conveyance thai was

going mi" the country, and on Sunday they
wn.il.l i'O to Hrii-'i'.ii Stnd I" other nl i.-e« "


